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with blood and he beat upon it with his fists. That was at
first.
Later he had come to enjoy the sound he made as he ham-
mered at it. One day he knew what he would do. One day
he would tear down those posts that closed in his windows,
One day he would catch someone passing by the arm. One
day... His strength was mounting; he was gorilla, almost a
man. How nearly he had missed being man, no one would
ever know: some accident some million or so years ago: a
sport, or the lack of it. But he came near. No one knew how
near. No one knew anything of him: of his emotions, his
pains, or of his desires.
He loved Olga, an extension of himself. His mother.
He liked the smell of geranium.
His belly was full and his heart, and he was strong, happy
in his fullness and his strength.
Soon she would dry herself. He did not like that either.
She might get hurt.
He did not like the prodder or the snake. Sometimes she
frightened him with the snake. There were memories of
snakes in his heart.
He took off his cap and twisted it in his hands. Olga said,
cNo, Congo.5 He put it back on his head.
Later he would show her something that he had taught
himself. He would take a book and sit down with it, turning
the leaves. Meanwhile, he sat there on his stool watching;
smelling the odor of geranium bath salts, of hot water which
smelt different from cold, of woman, of Olga. These smells
disturbed him. They were not the right smells for a gorilla.
His nostrils, unknowing, longed for the scent of moist under-
growth, of rotting vegetation, of the steaming forest, of fruits
ripening and sun-warmed, and above all for the odor of
female gorillas and young ones, and the smell of the old male,
the head of the family, whom one day he would kill. The
dark forest should have been his, with its giant trees; its thick